theatre I overheard a man saying that you could make
friends with him for the next ten years if you wrote to
him and sent him some ivory/'

"I'm not much of a hand at writing," Justo said.
"They bring me these charters and laws and things, and
I put some red paint to make 'em law."

The Empress, who had been paying close attention,
said: "Tino or Philip, or someone, could write a letter*
The Eastern Prefect could deliver it."

"And ivory, you said? I hate to think of ivory going
to a pagan."

"No," Euphemia said, "no ivory to a sun-worshipper.
Ivory's gone up and up since the Persians started buying
it. The Patriarch was saying he can't get enough even
for the reliquaries."

"It sounds to me too much like trying to buy him off/'
Justo went on.

"Not in the least," Theodora said. "Could you not
simply say that you hear he is beset by savages on his
borders, and that as a brother ruler you sympathise and
assure him that you will not try to snatch an advantage?
In the meantime, perhaps he might care to have this
ivory? He is building an ivory room, like the King of
Samaria."

She had never before been called upon to speak her
mind before Empire; nor had she expected that Empire
could be like this.

"I could dictate a letter," the Emperor mused, "and
Philip or the boy there, or the Prefect could put the
moonlight on it. But Pheemy's right about the ivory.
Fm not going to send any ivory to a pagan. Bone is
what he'll have to use, or this old wood the sap's died
in; that's like enough to ivory for a pagan. But I believe
this young woman's right about the Persian King; he
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